Caption: Siu r’Y 


[The man, fastidious and self-important, is 
seated at a table. He is juggling with papers. 
The woman, past her prime but with no small 
opinion of her seductive appeal, approaches the 
table. The man looks up and points to the chair 
opposite his own on the other side of the table.] 


MAN: Have a seat. 


[The woman carries the chair round to the man's 
side of the table and sits facing him, their 
knees touching. Slightly put out, the man edges 
away from her. He fumbles with his papers. ] 


Well, then. How can we be of help? 


¢ 


a 


WOMAN : Is it quite safe here, aye? ‘ 
MAN: Yes. Yes. 
WOMAN : Oh, yi cannae be too careful. This place could be 


bugged, hiv yi thought o that? Ah mean aa these 
fly guys ‘goan aboot tryin tae dig up dirt. 


MAN: I don't concern myself with such people. 


WOMAN: Ah'll tell yi, there's some funny stories 
floatin aboot. 


MAN: Well, some people are always criticising - 


WOMAN: Some‘ people? Listen Ah've been up in the scheme 
there twelve year an Ah've never heard wan 
person sayin a good word aboot yi. An it's no just 
they Ariarchists. 


MAN: They hate’ me because I'm successful. They're in love 
with failure, those peopl 


[The woman pats-his hand.] 


WOMAN: Don't get excited. They're just jealous. You wi yir 
designer claes, and aa that an junketin in big 
hotels aa the time, an sackin people that don't 
agree wi yi, an makin Glesga fit fur yuppies tae 
live in. It's just jealousy. 


MAN: What is it you want exactly? 


WOMAN: Ah'll no beat about the bush. Ah cannae offer yi 
money, if yi see whit Ah mean. 


[The man's mouth falls open.] 


MAN: I'm sorry, what's that? What did you say. 
WOMAN : Ah want a transfer. 

MAN: I thought you said something about money. 
WOMAN : Ah've no got ony money. 

MAN: Can I have your name? 

WOMAN: Well, it's no Lafferty fur a start. 


[The woman comes forward and addresses the 
audience. ] 


It wis that man o mine that pit me up tae this. 
He said I should use my considerable charms tae 
get roon this auld shite. Wullie says he's as 
bent as a corkscrew, just like aa these 
cooncillors. Ah'll gie it ma best shot. 


[The woman returns to her seat.] 


Ah've no got money tae gie yi. 


[The man looks sternly at the woman. ] 


MAN: 


WOMAN: 


MAN: 


WOMAN: 


MAN: 


I'm not sure that I understand you. Are you 
suggesting - 


[The telephone on the table rings. The man picks 
up the receiver.] 


Yes, speaking. Oh, how are you? Nice to hear from 
you. Oh it's' quite pleasant here. What's it like 
in London? Really? Dear oh dear. Ha ha ha! Yes. 

Yes we've received the plans. I have them in front 
me now. Very impressive, very, very impressive, I 
can tell you we're all very, very impressed. Of 
course it's a prime site. They're all prime sites. 
No, no, the council is one hundred per cent behind 
the sale. What? A public outcry. Never. Not here. 
You have nothing to worry about on that score. Oh, 
dear, oh dear! It's damned lies, the lot of it. 
Gifted to the people? In perpetuity? It's rubbish, 
rubbish. Who have you been listening to? I assure 
you we know what we're doing. Yes, yes. Freex, Frax 
& Frux have looked into the whole matter. It's alla 
lot of bolishie nonsense, take it from me. Glasgow 
Green is yours. No, no, no, we want you to have it. 
There won't be any riots. Of course we have a police 
force, come and see for yourself. Very well trained. 
Totally reliable. Yes, yes, Alsatians as well. Sure, 
sure, that will be splendid. You can send your 
people up any time. They will not be molested, I 
guarantee it. Well, yes, political misfits. Nothing 
to worry about. Ha ha ha! Sure, sure. Splendid. 
Splendid. I look forward to it. Bye for now. Bye. 


[The man returns the receiver and begins anxiously 
leafing through his papers.] 


As Ah wis sayin, Ah cannae offer yi money - 


[The man doesn't look up.] 


Have you applied to the housing department? 


Tyach we're seek tryin thaem, There's nae wye 
they're gonnie help. You're wir only hope. 


Say that again. 


WOMAN: Whit? 


MAN: I'm your what? 
WOMAN: Your're wir only hope. 
MAN: Ha! 


{The man slams down his papers, steps forward 
and addresses the audience. ] 


Did you hear that? Did you hear what she said? 

I - I am her only hope. You know the things they 
say about me. They say I'm corrupt. They say I'm 
the friend of property speculators and high-grade 
entrepreneurs. They say I'm a rat. But this woman 
here - this poor decrepit wee woman - she knows 
the truth. It was for her I entered politics. It 
was for her I joined the Labour Party. It was for 
her I put Glasgow up for sale. Her last hope - me! 
Me. Du Lally - 


[The man does a quick little two-step and raises a 
clenched fist.] 


Champion of the people! 


[The man, hand on hip, hobbles back to his 
(lays\iites || 


WOMAN: Naw, Ah'll tell yi. See if yir behind wi yir rent 
the Housing Department don't want tae know. Dae yi 
know whit that wee bastard in the Housing Department 
said tae me. A shift, he said, a shift - Ah'll gie 
yi a shift right ontae the street! 


MAN: Of course I can promise nothing. But we're caring, 
compassionate people on the council. We look into 
every case with the utmost thoroughness. Seeing the 
kind of lady you are, I'm sure there must be good 
grounds for you wanting a move. I suppose the house 
is damp? 


WOMAN: Damp? We've got mushrooms growin in every room. 


MAN: In other words, what you're saying is, the house 
is a health hazard? 


WOMAN: Well, it's no the Holiday Inn, Ah'll tell yi that. 
MAN: I'm sure there's something can be done. 
WOMAN: See Wullie's cough. It's like a hack saw gratin on 


iron nails. Aa day an aa night. Yi cannae hear the 
telly fur it. It's drivin me mental. 


MAN: Goodness gracious. 


WOMAN: Ah'il tell yi whit we're eftir. A nice wee 
maisonette beside a bus stoap. See that hill, it's 
killin me an it's pit years on Wullie. Look! 


[The woman raises her right leg. Then her left.] 


Look! Look at the varicose. 


MAN: Oh dear, oh dear. 
WOMAN: Wullie says you could maybe wangle it fur us. 
MAN: No, no. You've got it wrong. We don't wangle 


anything here. Those days are over. We've 

got to go through the proper proceedures. 
Nowadays we're all dedicated professionals. We're 
into hard work. We're into accountability. We're 
into discipline. 


WOMAN : Well, whitever turns yi oan. If yi just show me whit 
tae dae, like. An listen, yi don't hiv tae worry. Ah 
can keep ma mooth shut. No like some o them. Ma lips 
are sealed. 


Man: Oh dear, oh dear. 


WOMAN ; Just call me Jeannie. 


[The man unscrews his fountain pen. ] 


MAN: Can I have your particulars? 

WOMAN: Whit? 

MAN: I have to take down your particulars. 
WOMAN: Who ur yi kiddin? 


(The Woman lifts her dress. The man screams. The 
woman grabs the man. The man breaks away, 
clutching his chest. He lurches forward and 
collapses in a heap. A long pause. ] 


WOMAN: My goad! 
[The woman rushes foreward. ] 
Is he deid? 
[The woman starts kicking the man.] 


Git up yi bastard! We'll never git a shift noo. You 
wir wir only hope. Wait a minute. 


[The woman rolls up her sleeves, falls on top of 
the man and attempts mouth-to-mouth 
resuscitation. She raises her head to draw 
breath, looks at the audience and says:] 


Ah know whit youtre thinkin. You think Ah'm wan o 
they necrophooliacs. Listen. Ah'm no intae that. 
Ah'm daein ma good Samaritan here. 


[The woman is banging the man's head on the 
loon. | 


Yi dirty poxy bastard, we voted fur yi. We voted you 
intae power. 


[The telephone on the table rings. The woman, 
disgusted, drops the man back to the floor. She 
lurches to the table and picks up the phone. Her 
voice and demeanour soften. ] 


Oh Wullie. 
[Then harden. ] 


Whit dae yi mean? Whit dae yi mean Ah shouldnae 

be answerin the phone? We'd a phone in ma maw's 
hoose before you ever saw a fuckin phone. He's 

here. Naw. Naw yi cannae talk tae him. Why no? Well, 
he took a bad turn. He's oot fur the count. Ah ma 
callin an ambulance? Naw. Ah think it's mair an 
undertaker he needs. Aye. The daft cunt drapt deid 
two minutes ago. Oh, Ah like that - whit did Ah dae 
tae him? Naw he wisnae suffocatit. 


Naw there's naebody aboot the place, Ah wis the last 
in the queue. Yir no serious. A golden opportunity? 
Och, Ah couldnae dae it, Wullie, the puir sowl. It's 
no right. Noo listen, Wullie. Wullie! 


[To the receiver before returning it:] 


Cunt! 


[The woman kneels over the man, finds his wallet, 
peeks into it and drops it into her handbag. She 
takes his watch, his pen, his glasses, his cuff 
links, a tie-pin and a ring. After a short 
struggle she gets him out of his jacket. She 
caresses the jacket.] 


Hey! This is quality material. 


[She unlaces the man's shoes and yanks down his 
trousers. She places the shoes and the jacket on 
top of the trousers and rolls them into a neat 
bundle. She tucks the bundle under her arm, goes 
to exit, stops, turns and says:] 


That's politics fur yi. Somebody's ayways gettin 
ripped aff. Aaaaaaaaaaaargh! 


MAN: 


[The woman brandishes her handbag. ] 


Ah could scud yi ower the heid wi this. Look whit 
yi've done. Yi've turnt us intae criminals like 
yirsel. May God forgive yi. 


[The woman exits. The telephone rings. The man 
begins to stir. He rises. Looks at himself. Is 
appalled. Picks up receiver. ] 


Hello. Yes. yes. Who? The Glasgow Keelie. Indeed. 
Indeed. You seem to get your information pretty fast. 
Yes, yes. We know your eyes are upon us. Huh, huh, 
Well, let me just tell you this. The rumours of my 
death have been - Don't tell me to shut up! Don't 
call me I'm a windbag - I'll have you bastards!!! 


